Heraclitus' " upward path" will once more start in some other strange little place in dark, cold space, in infinite space. Thus our world is: "A She ruling us all, who must be obeyed; the dreadful dp.apfj.ivr]! "
Of course all this is only hypothesis; yet it is a little more probable than Nietzsche's cloud-like visions of Eternal Recurrence and Superman.